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THE LOTUS MAGAZINE 



forte Concerto, again, would, one thinks, 
soothe anyone's dying hour. And for the 
actual passing away what could be more 
subtly luxuriant than Chopin's C Minor 
Prelude? Were I allowed to choose the 
time and the manner of my going, like 
the old Roman I would open a vein in a 
hot bath, while an orchestra of muted 
strings repeated time after time the 



dying fall of the Prelude, in decrescendo 
after decrescendo imperceptibly fading 
away into silence. One can almost savor 
in advance the voluptuous joy of such a 
death. And then, on the other side of 
the Styx, to be greeted by the heart- 
easing, care-free music of Mozart's ' Eine 
Kleine Nachtmusik.' 

From the Daily Post, Birmingham, England. 



(To the Editor of The Spectator) 

Sir: — The accompanying lines are the spontaneous utterance of an American 
schoolgirl. I venture to send them to you without the knowledge of this young 
girl, understanding to the full her willingness, and indeed happiness, should you care 
to print them and bring them, perchance, to the eye of one of the great bandof noble 
warriors who go "down scornful before many spears" and make "it great to live." 



The Sentry 

'Tis Christmas, yet amidst the snow I 
stand 
Alone and unafraid of darkest night. 
For here I guard the safety of my land. 
And on my Soul the comrade stars 
shed light; 
And beam their warm approval on the 
task. 
That for my country's weal I under- 
take, 
Whom but to love and serve is all I ask. 
My life is hers at will, to mould or 
break; 
For what am I among ten thousand more. 
Myriads that are gone and yet to go 
To those celestial regions, where before 
The throne of God, the hope of peace 
doth grow? 
My Country in her need still needeth me. 
And to the end my will is her decree." 



I am, Sir, etc., 
Connecticut, U; S. A. 



H. 



From The Spectator, London. 



